1st  may  1818* 


MEDITATION 

ON  THE 

»  .«  <  ■,  ‘ 

Top  of  Arthur's  Seat ,  a  high  Hill  near  Edinburgh ,  occa¬ 
sioned  by  a  late  melancholy  event ,  the  Death  of  Her  Royal 
Highness  the  Princess  Charlotte  of  Wales . 


“  The  ways  of  Heaven  are  dark  and  intricate : 
Our  understanding  traces  them  in  vain. 

Lost  and  bewildered  in  the  fruitless  search ; 

Nor  sees  with  how  much  art  the  windings  turn. 
Or  where  the  regular  confusion  ends/* 


Not  many  months  have  pass’d  since  on  this  hill* 

I  hail’d  the  Nuptials  of  the  Royal  Fair 

\ 

In  sacred  wedlock  join’d,  to  him  she  lov’d  ; 

I  vainly  hoped,  that  Charlotte’s  race  would  reign 
Thro’  long  succeeding  years,  and  on  the  eve 


2 


Of  her  expected  Nuptials,  I  thus  express’d 

Those  vain  and  fleeting  hopes : 

6 

“  Let  Britons  be  gay. 

On  the  Calends  of  May, 

For  to-morrow  is  fix’d  as  the  Nuptial-day, 

Of  a  Princess,  who  Britain’s  vast  Empire  may  sway ; 
Long,  then,  may  she  reign, 

In  the  heart  of  the  Swain, 

And  after  enriching  the  hill  and  the  plain, 

In  the  midst  of  her  race,  may  she  die  without  pain*” 

- - - - - - But  mark  the  woful  change. 

In  place  of  Palaces,  now,  one  grave  contains 
Her  lifeless  body,  and  her  lifeless  Son. 

And  with  Imagination’s  Ear,  I  listen  to  the  mourn¬ 
ful  tale 

Her  Husband  utters,— Methinks  I  hear  him  say, 

“  I’ve  lost  a  Wife,— a  Wife  the  boast  of  Fame  ; 
Vain  were  the  hope,  to  find  her  like  again  : 

But  why  lament  ? — This  life  is  but  a  span, 

Where  joys  and  griefs  fill  up  the  days  of  man. 

Few  are  our  joys  ;  in  quick  succession  flow 
Our  griefs. — -We  number  many  days  in  woe. 

Let  me  then  cease  to  mourn,  her  happy  fate, 

Now  pass’d  from  trouble,  to  a  blessed  state. 


In  spheres  of  Bliss,  the  good  shall  ever  find, 
Freedom  from  pain,  of  Body,  and  of  Mind* 

Let  me  then  strive,  thro’  life’s  remaining  days, 
To  join  my  Wife,  by  Virtue’s  pleasing  ways* 
For  Virtue  only  is  our  Bliss  below, 

And  all  our  knowledge  is, — ourselves  to  know*” 

Medicus  Septuagenarius* 
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